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spn ng 7008 issue
Frorn the etchings 0n cave

walls to the graffiti on the Berlin Wall, from

the scrolls at Lindisfarne monastery to self-published e-books, art anci
literature have pervaded every aspect of our lives since the lreginning
af

time lt is with respect

for the long and rich history of the afts, as

well as a deep reverence for the artistic pr0cess, that we present to
the public the 2008 issue of Archarios Literary Art Magazine We are
happy to have receiveri a w0nderful selection of submissions this year,

and happier still to be able to release an edition of thls awarcl-winning
magazine that features a great representation of the talent at Coastal
Carol ina

University lflfl
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I

oF pArNTINcs using only a candle as a
I
light source. I have always really admired the paintings of Georges de J
La Tour and the mood that he created with candles as the only source l
of light. I decided to take a contemporary and personal approach to the
I
influence" The sharp contrast and limited color range made for an interI
esting series- I think that with these paintings there i-s as much or more ,o
L
be inferred from what is not reached by light than what is.
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A cr-osn FzuEND was rn;rrried last surnmer in this youth chapel of our
I
childhood rvhere the both of us spent so mrany hlrurs being taught,
I
discussing life, anrl sirnply growing up. These were the aisle clecorations,
I
rvaiting to be hur-rg the night trefore the wedding.
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oF,A. sr,RtEs thrrt I started on sr:rfing and

the eulture thrrt surrouncls it. I nevrr finisherl the series in the rvay th.rt
witntecl, but I

l-ropre

to atternpt it ag;rin in tl-re near firhlre.
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THrs pHoroGRApH rs syMBolrc of whirt oncc !\rils. It is

-l

reflection
into the past of those who mrry have Lreen on thirt tririn and rvhere it tor-rk
then-r. It is alrrost as if the world h;rs been put on p.ruse to compare their
journeys through lif-e rvith tl'rat ofithose u,,I'ro lived.rnr.l hreirthed beibrc
therrr.
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I nessn rHrs rATNTING on a series of three blirrk ;rnd white photogra;'hs I
I tc,ok. There are fiso other painted panels shorving the rest of tl're
(
panoranric view of "Photo Break L" It depicts my fiiends -f ennifer rnr-l
I
Lauren laying down outside in the tvarm sun. Thel,are t;rking a generous

break from rvorking in the
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IN Lo\,ts \rIr-H

cot-onl I strive to crcirte interesting color relation-

ships that can pop out and bite you

I

I began this pirinting with

a series

of abstrirct portraits in mind, using only r:olor to enlphasize the subjects.

U"t this particular painting, I chose colors to create a super-retro l,ibe.

j
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part of the first college levelpainting I
assignment t}'rat required it to be paintecl with a palate knif'e during or)e I
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"Trre (l",rvrry' Err{prrASrzns the firrnr lnr-i modelirrg
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tire ir,rntl. The

c:aviT of the arnr rent;rins;r clark nrlnstcriotrs hoIt-:;rn,.1 the rrilection of the

human
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in the
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The Unknown

Tnrs ptrr:r IS LINE oF slx oRTGINAL pzuNTS I clid ibr rny litl-rotruph1' I
class in the thll of 2007. The iclea carne front basicalll,not knort,rrrg *,h"t {
--The
to clrarv that c1a1l Hence the tltle
Llnkn.r\n"I)," rvhicl'r is cchoeJ t',1' the
I
bllndfold on the 6gure'"s tace and the clistr:rrtt--tl Lr.r.kgrr:runrl thrrt put.s tlre I
fi.qure in unfamiliar surroundings.

L
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Creative Feet

Trrrs IIECE REpREsENTs thc creltir,,ity th;rt pours out frorn.1n .rrtist's
r-lorn*'n to his/her toes. !\Ihen creating this piece, I
i
i lbrused on exprressing tlre emotion and exh;rustion r-rf irn .rrtist. -I}ere
I is nothing cornl'raralrle to a nice stretch ;rfter I [ong dir1,'s rvork.
fingers all the way
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THrs IrAItr{TIN(l IS LrF AN LlLrr r\fAN rr.ho rr..rs ir t:rvorite moc]rl ,-rf r,- 1,
fi-iend .rnd artist Frank \\rright. Frank told rrre nlanlr storirs rbout ho'rv
the man r,r.ould roarr arllund tlre countrv rollecl .rrsav in r.rilro.rd t:;rrs.
Frank had

r,'agrirnt,

a

not

great deal of respect fbr the tl.ru rviront he statecl \\ras
a

ilerelict."

i

20,
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{Thottghts}

Trrrs prrorocRApH IS pRooF that art and the inspiration to create art
can Lre found in the most unusual and unlikely places. The piece was
taken at a local miniature golf course while I was working on a class
assignment. Living at the beach and being blessed with the fieedom to
travel, I have been exposed to stunning scenes that range fiom exotic
locations to my own backyard. My photographs are a documentation of
my experiences and interests throughout life.

I ily Pedt
Anr{rerr Her-rtlrix - Srnior

$l

W

l

iArcharios 2008) 121
I
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I tl,tvs AL\\.AYS lt-r\rr A rLr\,'E Ftlrt AvrAT'rotrJ, anr-f irlrvt-' n,rn Lrcen
I
fartunatc cnough to f1tr. .r privatc piane over the Slruthrrn Celifbrnia
I
desert. This p:iei-:e is ir tributr to thr histr:ry of llight, r--spri-'ciirlly to general I
.rr-iation. ln thc teehnirpr, I tircusril on i=reirting r:ontrrrst Lrctlveen liglrt
I
,rrr,l J.-rrk, .rl,,y1q rr'rlh.r strtrrrg,lH('1lr()p 16.Iellrl,llrr'rr'Iry rrrlkrrrq thc
I
lrnr-rrk

phrrti-r

rerilistic.
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Tns MArN IDEA IN THIS woRK is the sense of freedom that an
individual's creative expression can give. To secure a creative outlet is,
to me, one of the most important things worth doing in ones life. . .
next to eating and breathing, of course. Do what makes you nothing
short of being simply content with yourself.
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A Picture 0f A Man
ilniirinnir fulntrir

hat part of me does not exist. It is the part of me that is expected to radiate

a

beauti-

ful Aurora Borealis of rugged masculinity. There is the picture perfect man that is

{lhilttIhts]
IlITROTE THIS STORY TO

show the intemal struggles

displayed for every society to see. That man in the picture could be your father, your grandfather, or any other man that is acceptable to love. This man rules every other man with

of men and between men. I

never be this man. The poisonous feelings of jealousy anci an inferiority complex give

tried to make sense of the

to an acrimonious drive to be this man.

super-hetero-macho -man

fighting in

a

a

strict but silent doctrine that abuses and torments me. I hate the man in the picture. I will

I

pointless war

lost my fatherbecause of this picture perfect man. He wanted to sound

birth

a reso-

between other rnen and

nance in his testosterone-toned voice and exude the gleaming persona of indifference and

fighting a war against himself"

strength. He dld so by joining the military. He lost his life in Iraq, courtesy to an angry

I believe men kiil each other
in glory but kill themselves

suicide bomber being

a slave

to his own picture perfect man.

My mother mourned herself to death shortly after. She cradled her depression as
though it were a baby. She nursed it and loved the solitude it brought. That baby finally

in sharne.

grew and in turn cradled her to sleep, where she never opened her piercing green eyes again.

I'm nineteen now and have so little to represent myself with. I am parentless, jobless, and
loveless. I am living in my parentt home where the tang of Momt delicate floral aroma
and

Dadt bitter spicyredolence meshed to birth the unique smell of this house. It smells

like time. It smells like the fleeting substance of eternity that is unlimited but in the right
moments, very scarce.

I make my way to their bedroom, which I have left undisturbed. I can t even fathom
unsettling the intricate details that have fallen to place the moment I lost both of my
parents. I reach with

a

precision of familiarity where my father kept his gun. I hold it in my

hand and remember the last time I held this gun. IyIy hands were much smaller and femi-

nine. No*, they look like my father'.s"
I make my way to his picture on the wall, which hangs right beside my grandfathert.
Both are wearing their handsome uniforms with crimson metals to represent the blood they
have shed. I listen as the phone rings and I wait for the answering machine.

"Hey, you. I know I haven't talked to you since the night you stayed over. I wanted to
tell you in person, but you aren't the easiest person to find. I really don't want to tell you

I aruharios I

{ t/lll'llB IS I
L200Bm

J

over the answering machine, but I'm sure you are standing there listening. I'm sure you
have your uniform on about to leave for Iraq. I'm really proud of you and I know that you

must be afraid. Just know that I love you very much. But I just need to tell you that I'm

preg-beeeepJ'
Tears roll down myface and soakthe top of

myuniform. I stare into thepicture of

my father. With just one stern look of idle emotion on his face, he radiates the beautiful
incandescent of masculinity. I hold the gun
am not really a man at all.

28 ; {Archarios I 2008}
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as

the icy metal chills the temple of my head.

I

Why you
fi

will hate your friends on that Saturday

night

flluir

Because you

drink too much

and talk about feelings
I

that you don t have.

{ThottUhts}

You wish you had friends

Turs PoEM Is MoRE

who were more intrigued

you than me, more about
the reader than the writer,

by the life outside themselves,

than drunkenness. It speaks

and more about

sobriety

ofwhat the loud slobberingmouths of the bars say
all too openly, only this

inside someone else,
even if for a split second.

Because you don

Alour

t quite understand

time whispered alone in the
bedroom. Interesting how
ifyou and I were to swap
places, the hate would read
more like love.And here

I

yourself or others the way

ruining my own poemi
Sving it a voicewhenit

you should when you're drunk.

alreadyhad
you read it.

am,

one-

yours as

Or perhaps because
you want to be an;rwhere else,

with people you don t know
and wishing you were
home. lust one word with a sibling
could bring me back to life,

or so you think, never once considering

putting down your drink.

So you hate them and they hate you

for not trying to find
just what the you is

I
{ lluTIIEIS I

and what it means.

larchariffi

Like when you read poems
and don t know who they are

addressing-

L20086J

you and you and you and you.

If you only knew
they were all the same.

tArcharios 12008)

ln Response to the Banning of Sweets
ffinur ltVrnrn

M:[::::H::::"'
{lhoilUhts}
I wnorE THrs PrECE
when I heard on the
news they were giving
birth control to kids in
schools without having
to get parental permission. The next line after
that was a teaser flowing

from the anchor's mouth
about howvending
machines were being
emptied in schools. It
just floored me that birth
control is given freely,
candy is taken away all
together, and the parents

thinkthis

is okay.

and

birth control is its substitute.

The belief is that, without sweets,

This leads us to our adulthood.

After the Nestl6t downers
calmed our childlike behavior,
we trick or treated for

we can cure childhood obesify.

the savior in Hersheyt Poppers.

Who would have thought

We needed to restore our youth

my favorite chocolate treat

after Nestle killed our sugar high,

could do so much damage?

and Hershey promised results.

Itt

I always liked Hershey better,

a

funny thing

how little credit we give kids.

but after all those years

We remove the candy

of gorging our gullets

from vending machines,

with Hersheyt helpers,

and provide pills in its place.

we have another problem:

Push the corresponding letter

WillyWonka won't wake up.

and number for what ails you.

So, we take the

milky way

Chocolate used to be my comfort.

to the vending machine,

No*, I push C4

press U2, as the man behind

and receive an explosion

us wonders, and receives

of Hershey's Prozac Poppers

a

masculine blast of

to help when I'm feeling twixed.

Nabisco's Limps A-Hoy.

For the times I feel like

NoW we can truly oompa loompa.

a

nut

I push A7, and those skittles

With restored vigor, we dance,

are avenged sevenfold by

but don t expect any children.

the fruitful rush of

This is the end of civilization.

Nestl6's Radical Raspberry Ritalin.

Women have been on birth control

Teachers can't teach us

since grade school. Their bodies

I
{ [/III IIBIS I

what vending machines can.

have evolved accordingly,

Vending machines teach

and now there is no one

120086

what we truly wish to know:

to run our Chocolate Factory.

What is it I wish to suppress today?

We owe all thanks and praise

Iarrharios

J

Press the buttons to

30 , {Archarios I 2008}
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find out.

to our sweet and delicious medications.

Each Grain
il*rritnnr

Iucrrn

Th"y endure and endure
Both nature's ways and our own.
Stand silently, rarely succumbing

To

lifet

endless trials.

{lhottUhtr}
'Eacx

Gn uN" wes
as a testament
of the arrogance we as
humans acquire from the
dynastywe have created

written

Will we ever be so strong?
Or will we simply slip away.

on Earth. This massive
empire frequently lets us

Leaves in the wind,

believe we are invincible,
indestructible, and god-

Or sand on the beach.

like. In thispoem

We endure and endure

I

merely set a realization to
words: we can be worn
array as easily as the
stone in the river.

Both nature's ways and our own.
Screaming loudly, always bending
To

lifet

endless trials.

We are the sand on the beach
Shifting

a\^/ay,

from day to day

Each crystal its own tragedy
Each grain its own genocide.

Iarrhario$

I

{ uuilrBr$ }
L

20086J

Ars Poetica
$riswrun

llnrnrnr

Poetry is NOT

A bride
Garbed in white

{lhottUhts}

Formal and stiff

I wnore rHrs poEM rN

Wrought with tradition-

the late afternoon of a
hot tndian summer day.

NO ! poetry is

I had been struggling
with the complexities of
iambic pentameter and I
realized I wasn t errer going to write so formally.
In this poem I tried to
capture the feelings I was

A cheap clay floozie
open, ready for

ANYTHING

to be molded into shape

"lhe pen is

having by explaining that

mightier than the swordi'

sometimes, oftentimes

Words have murdered more bleeding hearts

poetry defies definition.

than ordinary weapons

I
shall take up my word processor

Dreaming
of letters dancing Fantasia

typing-

ob

se

ssively, blin dly

IT SUCKS; we all do
Creating sightless
Spouting forth
my own truths

righting/WnfUNc the perverse

fate

Of random lives

Poetry defies

Iarrharir$

designation.

I

Itwill NoT

{ UuilttIS }
[2008e

be pigeonholed

It is the square peg

J

thrust into the spherical literary rhetoric
The bastard child

of

imagination and reason

{Archarios I 2008}
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A Hock, A Stone, A Boulder too
Hnnruilrnt

A rock,

Lurrrrr

a stone, a

Think themselves

boulder too
as

mountains

Holding steady to the ground
Just until,

without a sound

Th"y start a-rollin', ocean bound
To sink to dark abyss

tThottUhts)
I WROTE THIS PIECE

attempting to maintain
the monotony of change
while keeping in mind

A rock,

a stone, a

boulder too

Th"y find themselves in lapses
Holding fast in ocean waves
Wishing not to find their graves
Thinking that they might be saved

the consistent idea that
the individual starts out
feeling as if they are a
mountain casting its
shadow on society, only
to realize they are nothing more than a grain of
sand. I honestly did not

From ocean, dark abyss

like the repetition of the

A rock,

abyss because it is dull. In
the future, I will probably
attempt to differentiate
my use of vocabulary
more frequently.

a stone, a

boulder too

Know themselves no longer
Currents rub them ever deeply
Leaving scars that keep them weeping
Steady still, but only briefly

Breaking in abyss

A rock,

a stone, a

boulder too

Massive now, no longer

Rolling in the tumbling waves
Hoping now to find their graves
Knowing nour they won't be saved
From ocean, dark abyss

A rock,

a stone, a

boulder too

Find their land at last

Now no longer rock or stone
A particle of sand unknown

Among the many, all alone
Still in their dark abyss

I
{ UUIIIBI'S I
Iarlhanos

L20086J
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The Loss of the Matriarch
AiunrLn fffinnrilutdi

f
I

stepped out of my car and took

a

breath. The air tasted stale and sour. It was just after

rnidnight. I felt uneasy and could sense that death was lurking around every corner,

just waiting for the souls who were brave enough to face it. A shiver travelled from my

tlhrttIhts]

neck to my toes and a cold tingle engulfed my body. This was an unusual feeling for one

I pssr, HoNoRED To

to have on such

a

humid night in the dead of August.

have this piece chosen.

The elevator came to

I wrote it for my grand-

motherwh<l has always
been an inspiration to
me. Her battle with
pancreatic cancer, or

I took

a

halt on the eighth floor. The doors opened and I stepped off.

a deep breath, as a rather hopeless attempt,

to shake this morbid feeling that had

come over me when I arrived. With every step I took, this feeling seemed to engulf me

more and more. I came to a longr blinding white hallway. The only thing interrupting the

anyone's cancer struggle,

monotony of the bright, white walls were the numbered, na\ry blue doors. The lights were

is something that should

fluorescent and the bulbs gave offa low buzz that was eternally interrupted by the beeping

be remembered as time
passes, not forgotten. By
putting this to words, I
will always be able to go
back and rememberwhat
an amazing woman she

of machines. I went left and slowly approached the windowless end of the hallway.

I

gazed to my right, looking at the numbered doors as I walked closer to the end.

835 ... 837 ... 839.

839. This was it. The destination of my late night travels, the same destination I had

was no matter how much

time goes by.

been arriving at every night for the past few weeks. In that room, reality waited. She was

in there. I cracked open the door and the first thing I saw was the familiar wallpaper. It
was a faded yellowwith small powder blue designs of morning glories creeping up

it. At

the edges of the walls, it had peeled slightly over time. There were various creases and

it

small tears as well. The imperfections only made it more beautiful to look at. To know
had survived as long as it did, despite the hazards of time, was a comfortingthought for
me, maybe because life is so unpredictable.

And there she laid, spirit battling flesh. It had been more than 48 hours since I last
talked to her. The time was coming. Was she readyto face death? Was I?
The humid air in the room clung to me, and to her, as she did to life. I sat in the chair
next to her bed. It was right where I left it the previous night. The machines beeped, but
all I could hear was each ragged gurgling breath she took getting slower and shallower by
the minute.

I stared at her face, how it had changed. The wrinkles that, just six weeks ago, were
so fine they looked as if theywere sketched on

I
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Scars of pain, scars of

with

a

pencil, nowlooked like deep scars.

life. Most people think scars are unattractive but these, I assure you,

were beautiful. They were not just beautiful but heartbreaking as well. Th.y were like the
creases and tears in the wallpaper. They displayed a fype of awe-inspiring strength that

J

did not possess,

a

I

strength that only came with struggle and time.

I took her hand and braced myself. It was thin and brittle. I could

see the deep

pur-

ple bruises and track marks from where the daily chemo tVs had been inserted. There was

only one
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noq a morphine drip. Her

skin, once taut and flush, had become the wallpaper

that surrounded us. It was the same shade of faded yellow, and the vines and flowers of the morning were
her veins and bruises. I breathed slowly and closed my eyes. I asked God to one day have her strength

that I so greatly admired. I kissed her forehead and knew, in my heart, this was the last time I would see
her. At that moment, I felt her ever so gently squeeze my fingers.

Not a minute later, the room was quiet. I no longer felt the presence of death. The batde was
over. The machines no longer beeped in rhythm like I had become so accustomed to hearing that summer. Her strenuous breathing had ceased after weets of struggling. Her heart had stopped after 71 years
of beating. Her flesh was not strong enoughr but her spirit was. She had the strength to look death in its

cold unforgiving eyes and face it. Her body had failed but her spirit will alwap live on. It lives on in her

chil&en. It lives on in me.

tArcharios 12008)
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I Speak ln Ripples
|\lrrnLr ffi $rrpLirf,i$
I Speak

{lhottUhts}

It's like dropping

I rnrxr oNE oF THE
most beautiful and

A declaration of ability.

a

pebble into the ocean.

A declaration of obligation.

entrancing phenomena

in nature is a raindrop
falling to the surface of
water. Even the tiniest

Tiny ripples continue on

a

of raindrops creates the
most fierce ripples, which
travel farther than that

seemingly endless j ourney

raindrop would ever have

and extend and grow

with

each moment passed.

landed. I realize now that
no matter what I may

think, my opinion makes
a difference, eYen if the
effect is not immediate.

It's difficult to trust
that something that is initially so small is
de

ceivingly essential.

Fact.
Every voice sounds further

from which it is uttered.

My voice matters.

I speak in ripples.

I
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Ahuse
lJrrril

R

rA

LurnNn

My mouth:
plucked, pricked, squeezed,
teased, licked, and sucked.

{lhrttilhts}

I did not

THrs poEM wAS wRrrrEN
in the midst ofan altered
state of mind. I wrote the
first stanza for the sounds
and the restiust followed.

ask.

Plucked, pricked, and squeezed

like I was some fruit from

I did not

a tree.

ask.

My intentions weren't to
write about abuse, but
here it is... Freudian slip?
Enjoy.

It always found me

like some fruit from

a tree.

Body trembling from the fall,

it always found me
silently prayrng with

body shaking. After the fall,
my tongue never tasted sweet
silence. Praying

with

bruises, suctioned like

a leech.

My tongue never tasted sweet.
Too unripe to fall.
Bruises suctioned like a leech.

I was too young to know;

Iaruharios
too unripe to fall,
tease,

lick, and suck.

I

{ truilr8r$ }
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Too young to know

my mouth.
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Roadkill
uYnvrur iltlnnrrrLt

i see the wrinkled carcass
of

a

fuzzy rotting thing

{lhoilUhts}

i feel its pain and sympathize

I wRorr, THrs As A REACtion to a small dog that
I found dead this past
fall. It shook me quite
h*rd, and consequently I

for all the death we bring.
another of godt creatures

with gravel in its throat,

have some harsh feelings

soaked in blood and musky rain

toward those responsible.
I figured this poem was a
bit graphic for Archarios,

while dirt clots in its coat.

and I was pleasantly

a

surprised when it was

mutilated pelt

tramped by tire treads

selected for printing.

i still can

see

its eyes

inside its decimated head.
it's pitiful, the little thing,
now dead in the street.
though it walks no more,
its little legs spread out to twisted feet.
i wince as i pass the discarded corpse,

my stomach rwists and flips.
the image stays burned in my skull,
the gashes and the rips.
disgusted and defiled,
i found your murderers.
in the road their bodies lie,
displayed just like you were.

they've joined you on the blacktop

I
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I
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where their innards rest with yours.
an homage to the flattened dog:

J

a heap of
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human gore.

Stolen Moments
[/l rnnru

fi Frsrtrn

She waves her hands and smiles as she talks
She laughs at their jokes and lets the smile linger on her face
She is a beacon, but doesn't feel like one

tlhrttghts]

... And she cries
She is teaching them to

I cnarreD THIs PIECE
for a friend of mine who

think

She is teaching them to live

lost her husband a few
years ago. When I found

Teaching them to understand life, although she doesn t understand at all

that I lacked the words to

...And she cries

saywhat I really needed

I look at her, and wonder what kind of despair this morning may have brought

her to kno*, I wrote
"Stolen Moments" in an
effort to tell her that eYen
in being alone, she truly
is not. So this piece is an
ode to a woman who has

How long did she lie awake last night?
And maybe

as she drank her

morning tea, she sat and looked out the window
...

And

And she cried

maybe as she is tending her garden, she wonders

*hy

she grew

And maybe when she watches TV., she watches things she doesn t like

it

... because he

enriched my life through

did

And maybe when she makes dinner, she accidentally makes enough for two
.. . And she

her strength, md faith,
and through the delicate

honestywith which she
approaches everything
and everyone around her.
Thank you, N.

cries

So when she smiles and waves her hands, I watch

And when the attention is pulled from her delicate face into the class, I watch
I

see

her as she steals her private moments

A downward tilt, and shadows run across her face
And though I can't

see

her eyes, if I could, I knowwhat theywoulcl say

And I know that no one else

sees this, because

no one else is looking

...

but I am

So she steals these moments and she keeps them to herself, and she may not know,

But these are my moments too.
I feel the words that she does not say. That she cannot
... And

say.

I cry

But she doesn't know that she is beautiful

And she doesn't know that she is poetry in motion
And she doesn t know that she is strong

And she doesn t know that if she cried oceans of tears, that the water could be used to heal

The beast

I
{ trul,[Ers I
Iaruhariils

... So she cries

But the day will come, when she will not need to steal anymore

will rest

Arrd maybe after that, her private moments will not bring shadows,

12008ffi

J

Th.y will bring light
And maybe, just maybe, I will be there to

see

it.

{Archarios 12008}
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She Said, IAm
il surn UVru rn
She said,

"you are not a man,

men don't write poetry." I could feel
a

{lhottghts}
THrs wAS A

porn

l

wrote while contemplating whether poetry was
right for me. I felt really
insecure due to my manhood being put in question by someone who was
extremely important to

me. I'm glad I decided
not to pack up the pen
because poetryis not so
quietly taking over my life
and I love it. I do think,
however, that this poem is
trying too hard to send a
message. I promise I'm

not

as

arrogant as I seem.

choking knot clog my throat and tears

flood my eyes, but I held them back
because men don't cry. Though she expected me to

respond immediately, because men keep
their women in line, I held silent. I could

see

right through this scheme, but I let her continue
her translucent outburst. This was the only way she knew
how to act, and this was an easy blow for her to take.

"Men aren't sensitiver" she continued. "They are strong.
Th"y can leap tall buildings in a single bound, bend steel
bars with their teeth, and make their masculine chests
dance to the beat of a manly drum. Their strong chins

highlight their handsome faces and manly bone structure.
Their mammoth, chiseled arms are

a safe haven

for

this damsel in distress. Their tree trunk legs
stay sturdily planted into the ground as they

hoist me into the air with excitement upon
arrival to their virile lumberjack log cabin."
These words were her way of clenching my heart

in her sweafy, razor sharp teeth, that perfectly match her tongue,
and shaki.g

it around until its cotton soft insides

are exposed, the way a dog destroys a toyin a fit of rage.

In response, I simply looked into her eyes with

I aruharios I
{ 1llll llBl'$ I
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she wasn t used to by the way she coiled

and I replied, "You're

I sensed

with confusion,

right. I am not a man." The words hit

her the way she expected my fist to, hard and suddenly.

I continued, "No, I am not a man. I could never leap tall buildings,
nor do I own

40i {Archarios I 2008} LITEHATUBE

a calm

a

log cabin. My legs are not tree trunks and

rarely do I hold steel bars in my hands, no matter my teeth.
Instead, I hold a pen.

With it, I straighten the steel

bars supporting your structure of belief that these are
'real men.' After they barbarously gnaw the bars

with their stone teeth and stone cold tongues that spit the words
bending and twisting the steel bringing your building
block of the perfect man down to

a

macho pile of rubble,

I uncoil the beams by writing the words these men whisper
in your ear to alleviate the pressure they carelessly crushed

in their vice grip. I am their voice when they are voiceless.

I am the love that you

seek

in the mammoth arms. I am

the warmth wished for in their soft kiss, but is missing due to

the ruggedness of robust lips hiding behind

a

thick, unrevealing beard.

I am planted into your heart rather than the ground because looks
fade and trees die, but love is eternal.

It can lift you

above the clouds and in time we are out of arms reachi'

When I had finished, she looked at me

as

though nothing

I had said made any sense. Her eyes slightly squinted.
It was

as

if my words rang too loudly from outside her closed mind.

Possibly, she understood just what I was saying.

Pondering

a

while, her head tilted to the side, and

her lips forced

a

half cocked smile. Then, she nodded

and walked away. I'm not sure what these gestures meant,

but I believe that now she finally understands that while
she said

I am not a man, what

she saw was that

I am.

{Archariosl2008}
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Prove lt
AsHrry Prnnrun
Simplicify

as a

word is a contradiction

Nothing in life is simple or free of jurisdiction
Love, Iife, and liberty seem to always be on trial

{lhottghts}

All three are at the constant mercy of denial

"PROVE Ir" DtrPICrs
young love on trial. It
combines lawyerly syntax

But one can address only so much of legislation

with personal realization
for a reason that I do not
even know.I had not
planned on submitting
this piece forpublic view,
but at the last minute
decided that perhaps oth-

The information at hand necessitates imagination

It

Granted, lack of evidence is

ers could relate urith these

a

of

factor that one must consider

Unless prosecution is chosen due to confidence and not an endeavor.

feelings of distrust, doubt,
insecurity, and judgement.

I arlharios I
{ l/llilrsr$ I
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is hard to imagine that such a defendant is in love

Witnessed past actions would prove otherwise

LTTERATUBE

I Say...
l(rnlsrRLY finnrlrttrLLt

I say I want Adventure
but when it knocks

I'm too busy, too tired,
don t feel like getting up to answer the door.

{ThottUhts}

but when it beckons

I was FEELTNG PARTrcularly stufedwhen I wrote
this - like I had been
stuffed in a box and
had to talk myself out
of it! ...Irt the lifeJong

I'm not available, not ready,

hearts

I say I want Love

struggle for our own

think you have the wrong number.

- thatwe would

not merely dream and
wish for great things, but
go out and dq see, and
experience them!

I say I wantJoy
but when it wells up

I deny it, reprimand it,
send

it

away.

I say I want You
but when You show up
I'm scared, don't believe,
ignore Your kind pursuit.

How long will I pretend
I want Adventure,

Love,Joy... You?

How long will I remain lazy, unprepared, belligerent, apathetic?
When will I let my heart respond?
When will I answer
the cries of myheart?

I
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[s a graduating senior here at Coastal, I have a lot of things to be thankful for. First, of course, is the big man upstairs,
l, Lwithout whom I not only wouldn t have made it to Coastal, but also without whom I would not have a firlflfling life,
surrounded by people I care about, by the things I enjoy, and filled with my one true love - literature.
At Coast{ I've had many opportunities to learn about life, the world of writing, and myself. To those instructors
(you know who you are) that have played a pivotal role in my education with the things that really matter, I am now
expressing my utmost gratitude for your guidance, support, and friendship. They have been invaluable.

A special thanks to my brother Nathan, for being my constant, my friend, and an ever-faithful servant of the arts.
Your relentless pursuit of artistic expression, in the face of many seemingly insurmountable obstacles, renews my faith in
free living and in our future endeavors together. Love you.
I olfer great thanks also to the Archarios stalfand to our faculty advisor, without whom the success ofArcharios
would not be possible.
Last, but certainly not least, I owe immeasurable gratitude to Jeremy Alford, my professional partner and friend.
You are the most brilliant of art

directors.

j

ArlIirector
,Trrying

to express gratitude to dl the people who have helped, encouraged, and allowed me to pursue my dream seems
like an unachievable task. I have been given the riches of life in the gift of myfamily and friends, forwithout them I
would never have realized that life is not found in achievements, but in the meals and conversations you share with one

I

another.
To begin, I would like to thank God for the creative heart and mind entrusted to my care, and for eyes to see the
power of imagination. To myloving fani7y,Jerry, Carol, Shannon and Stephanie, your support through the years has
made life a refreshing place. (I'm glad we were in the same town the last four years !) To Kimberly Marie, for knowing
what it means to truly love someone, and showing me through your actions. To my longtime friend Randy, for always
being truthfirl and encouraging me in this journey. (Providence has brought us here!) Also thanks to Craig, for being
steadfast and giving me my first job when I moved home.

I am thankfirl to the staff of Coastal Carolina University, especially the visual arts faculry who have instructed,
pushed, and given me room to grow. To Pad for introducing me to the world of graphic design, encouraging me toward
Archarios, and for always having something to say (we'll leave it there). It was an honor to be one of your 'bad students."
To Daryl for teaching me to love typography and encouraging me to keep learning about design for a lifetime.
This magazine could not have happened without the help of Paul, Brandory Saura (my favorite assistant), and most

ofallMeganFisher,mypartnerinthisendeavor,wholoveswordsmorethananyoneIhaveeverknown.(Let,swrite
anotha standa!)

Special lhanks
[rcharios Literary Art

l.

Magazine would like to extend special thanks to the entire Archarios staff: B. Wolf,

\Stuhlman, Tifiany Casteel, Danielle Swink, Stephanie Bouzounis, Caroline

Saura

Smith, and faculty advisor, Paul Olsen.
We would also like to thank Sheriar Press, most specifically Sam Kinon, Cindy Ziegler, and Trish Sports, for superior
printing serrrices and continued support of Coastal Carolina Universitypublications.
As always, thanks to the Office of Student Activities and Leadership for financial support and an all around willingness to help Coastal media.
To our photographers, Bill Edmonds and Stephanie Hutto, you are vital to the success ofthe publicatiory and we are
gracious for all your assistance.
We appreciate the work of Yaw Odame, the artist that sculpted the bust of Paul Olsent head, which is pictured to the
left with Olsent biography.
thanks as well to Paul Olsen, DarylFazio, Rob Wyeth, andJason Ockert, for participating in the judging process as
faculty judges. We greatly appreciate the donation of your time and experience for the betterment of t}le magazine.
Of course, we owe a thankyou of the greatest magnitude to all those that submitted work. Your talent, the artistic
work, the beautifirlly crafted poetry and literature, these things are why we do what we do. Thank you for lending us your
visions. They helped bring ours to fruition in the loveliest way. Long live the arts!
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fi

nal word

Archarios Literary Art Magazine was created in order to give
students an opportunity to be published and display their

artistic creations in a student-produced publication. There are
two weeklong opportunities to submit pieces throughout the
year, one in the fall and one in the spring. Each piece chosen

to be featured in the magazine is selected by a blind jury of
students and carefully elected faculty judges. There are always
opportunities to get involved with Archarios, whether it is by
becoming a staff member, assisting with distribution, or just
spreading the word about the magazine and encouraging fellow
students to submit work.
For more information about the magazine and getting

involved, for information regarding submission weeks and

the submission process, or to contact a member of the editorial staff, see the Archarios website at http://ww2.coastal.

edu/archarios.(!
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